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is about to rum violently \down a steep
place into the sea. Stella, [how could vou,
how could you? What mficrometer could
measure the shallowness tat prevents you
from knowing what you hlave done? Even
If T had been secretly borad to distraction
I would have stayed on in} fire rather than
have dealt you the eno us blow of de-
serting you. But at least order of na-
ture is restored in my ination. It is
I who cared,/you who didm't. That is as
becomes me. I no longer t]ook up to the
queen of heaven; I tower manountainous to
the skies and see a pretyy little thing
wondering at me. How is Xt that this in-
finitesimal nothingness y drags at my
midriff and causes me strafyge pangs and
makes me write wild nonse ? Oh, the
world itself is too light to rry the re-
proach you deserve. You ar¢g more cruel
than a child.

“Enough, I will go to bed
sleepy, "

I am atill
G. B, 8"

w.C,
st, 1913.
“I finished my play in timle for lumnch
to-day, punctually at half-past} one. It is
an old precept of mine: Do (your work,
and your sweetheart will nevelr have too
much of you. How I have thirust work
between us lest I should plaghe you and
tire you out! And now I am better off
than if I had thrown everythi to the

“10 Adelphi Terra
“18th A

winds but temptation. Feo Dupe!
Dotard! Crybaby! Useless thefie letters;
the wound will not heal. .B. 8"

Iltracombe Hotel,
“Ilfracomybe,
“31st Decembejr, 1913.

“New Year's‘Eve. O night of all nights
in the year—of my most immemotrjal year!
Do you remember last New Yeajk's Eve?
1 am actually asking you—Do you! remem-
ber It?

“Was it anything to you except t you
were ill and were determined to ‘prevent
me from seeing the New Year ly in

with —— and —? 1 remember it; it
tears me all to pleces; I belleve weg were
‘both well then, and have been 1l] ever
since. For what Is this senseless wihlking
about, this physical hardihood, this} busi-
ness, this going to Parls to see the | dead
dance, this cheese and ginger beer,) this
repainting and repapering but disease and
madness? On that last New Year's e,
and all the eves that went before it, tlhere
was Eternity and Beauty; infimite, bomind-
less loveliness and content, I think off it
with a frightful yearning, with a trajgic
despair; for you have awakened the latqnt
tragedy in me, broken through my prowmd,
overbearing gayety that carried all the
tragedies of the world llke feathers, amd
stuck them In my eap and laughed. An

if your part in it was an illusion, then

am as lonely as God. Therefore, you m1s
gtill be the Mother of Angels to me, still
from time to time put on your divinity and

sit In the heavens with me. For that, with | Shakeposre

‘letter; and if you don't want to read It,

all our assumed cleverness and picked up
arts to stave off the world, 1a all we two
are really fit for. Remember this always,
even when we are grovellng, and racket-
Ing, and drudging; for in this remembrance
I am deeply falthful to you—faithful be-
yond all love. Be faithful to me in it and
I will forgive you though you betray me
i everything else—forgive you, bless ycu,
honor you, and adore you. Super hanc
stellam will 1 bulld my church,
IIG‘ B‘ B:"

“7th March, 1917,

“You have sent me half a letter, scrawled
in a most uneducated manner. Send me
the rest and I will answer it. What I have
geems to be the last two sheets. Let me
have the first slx. There are four depths of
illiteracy, each deepor than the one lLe-
fore.

1. The {lliteracy of Henry Irving.

2. The [Illiteracy of those Illiterate
enongh not to know that he was [1literate.

8. The illiterncy of those who have ne er
read my works.

4. The {lliteracy of "Ellza,"* who couldn't
even read the end of her own story.

“There 1s only one person allve who Is
such a Monster of illiteracy as to combine
these four ilHteracies in her single brain.
And 1, the greatest llving Master of Let-
ters, made a Perfect Spectacle of myself
with her before all’ Europe.

A “G. B. 8.~

——

*Eliza Doolittle” in Pygmalion,

“Sandwich.,
“12th August, 1913.

“Another day that might have beeu a
day! What have I shrunk into? In all
these years I have hurt many people as
the doctor hurt your thumb; sometimes
sorely, perhaps, but never maliciously,
never desiring to hurt, never without such
anodynes as my wit and address could de-
vise. I have never said anything false or
unjust or spiteful, and never wanted to.
And now give me anything that is false,
malicious, spiteful, little, mean, polsonnus
or villainous, and I will say it if only it
hurts you. I want to hurt you because you
hurt me. Infamous, vile, heartless, frivolous,
wicked woman! Liar! Lying lips, lving
eyes, lying hands, promise breaker, cheat,
confidence trickster! Act I.—Let us bathe
before breakfast, at a quarter to eight.
No, at elght. Too late; a quarter to eight.
Plense, not before eight. Act IL—Come
and bathe. (Smiling chambermaid comes
out,) They're gome, sir. What?
To-day! 1 thought it was to-mor-
row. What a charming volce and
smile that old sport has! He don't
care. Curtain.— He does care
though. How could a human heart
deal another such—such
a lick? This is what I
have to forgive Stella;
why did you do it?

"Bir George Alexander
desires to know where
we stand. I write, 'God
knows.' Tell them that
there is Barrie and ‘The
Women with the Fan'
that tempts and does not
frighten you.

“I think I shall stay
here where my heart’s
blood has been spilt in
the sand.. I work well
here. I sleep well here.
I suffer well here.

“And you? Where did
you go? Did you find
rest and sleep and
happy days there?
If you did, I for-
glive you and
bless you. If not,
oh, wretch, I
could tear you limb from limb.

“G. B. 8."

Written two years after my marriage to
George.
“The White Hart Hotel,
“"Sedbergh,
"“4th September, 19186.

“l am wandering aboutl, ostensibly to
take a holiday, really to give the servants
one. —— I8 In Ireland. I went to Glas-
tonbury for the musical festival; then
came on here, where the Fablans are hav-
ing what is called a Summer School. I
shall stay here until the 16th with the
Sydney Webba.

“If you ask me what the devil it Is to
you what I am doing, or where I am, I
reply, that if you were told of the existence
of a comet, you would want to know where
it was and what It was doing. Well, 1 am
at least as Interesting as a comet. In fact,
I am a sort of comet: and I brandish my
crystal tresses In the sky accordingly.
that. Anyhow, here Is a

can handle a pen as brilliantly as

ver I could, and much more savagely.
We fell into one another's arms intellectu-
ly and artistically. When we were wan-
ring over the falls together, she sud-
denly began talking about you. She sald
yom were perfectly beautiful, and she did
not believe a bit of what people sald about
yowsr being difficult or devilish (she had
otiTnll] met some poor trampled author

r\l needn't, as there s no business In it

whol knew) and didn't care anyhow; you
weres just a delight to her. This for some
raau*n was a great comfort to me; and to
sbow' my gratitude I told her that I quite
agreed with her.

“Gedrge* wrote to say that he is now
Assistant Provost MarsMal In the Fifty-
seventhl, As the Provost Marshal hangs
people, \I presume that the Assistant cuts
them dojwn. He also shoots Skefingtons
and quige wunconsidered Irish persons,
Why does George take on these jfobs In-
stead of Inisting on being at least a Llen-
tenant-Geheral D.8.0. (Dug S8olemnly Out).
Such modést devotion invites depreclation
in this bie. realm. If I meet Winston
I shall tell}lmn that George has developed
an extraordinary talent for writing, and
that he ia Jthst finishing a book ealled “The
Truth About Antwerp,' which will make a
sensation. YWinston will make him a Brig-
adler to prevent his completing the work

*My husband,

—which, by the way, he ought to write.
A good natured officer who may be de-
pended on to play the game is officially
classed as negligible. But let him write a
book, or pecome military correspondent to
a big daily ——! My #ord! Why doesn't
he do 1t? It he can write a play he can
write a book, a fortiori.

“And now, where are you, and what are
yop doing? It seems unnatural that I
should not know—even still.

“Forgive this small writing. Use a
magnifying glass and it will be quite
legible.

oy “G. B. 8"

“4th January, 1913.
“Dearest Liar, 1 have found you out.
You have been tormenting me for weeks
because I wrote odious things about you in
the past and because I did not come to you

sooner; and I, poor timid soul, always
ready to believe that I was ecallous and bru-

Paragraphs by

OME on
perhaps,
But I can say this—I shall
have learned a few things.

else must write

about my faults.
be kinder to me than I could be to myself.
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Letters-Memoirs
o Mrs Pat Campbe

Some ;Remarkable Literary Documents Revealing in

tal in those days, have squirmed with re-
morse. Well, yesterday—— wanted a
copy of that American reprint of my
Saturday Review articles which 1 so dread,
and I got It for him. And before I sent it
away I screwed up my courage and forced
myself to read the articles about you,

Mrs. Campbell

They will,

die wiser than I was born, 1

I do not doubt the truth that a man “with arms of brass,
a head of sweetcake, becomes fudge” early.

People we love must be loved as they are.

both of wisdom and courage
this willful blindness, to blam
vision of them. . .

It is a want
on our part, a sort of drug,
e them because they fail our

I feel with Robert Louis Stevenson.
“The greatest beggar is the man who has no

who said,
words.”

I think it was he

I have found if you thrust wisdom upon youth it hurts
and frightens them. Theyv must gather wisdom slowly, in

laughter, with tears.

I remember a little bird beautifully made of wool my

mother kept on her window sill.

dirty and old, why don’t you
““No, I cannot, some one took s
It is just that effort to ma
“give” and is the greater part
“To make,” “to take,”
spiration.
This is a good foundation

and “to have”

I said, “Darling, that is so
throw it away?” She said,
o much trouble to make it.”
ke “beautifully,” which is to
of inspiration.

is the devil’s in-

for art eriticism.

The English dignity and reserve do not impress me.

It

is their cool mental courage and control that make them the

“whitest” race.

meet injury without treachery.

They are clever without cunning, and they

Mix the blood with Irish or

Welsh and these qualities become contaminated.

I thought that untruthful people would at least listen to

truth. Not a bit of it.

My want of interest a;td curiosity in things that are ugly

has left me ignorant of a grea

t deal of useful knowledge.

1922,

And what a revelation! What a relief!
What a triumph! Never did a man paint
his Infatuation across the heavens as 1
painted ' mine for you, rapturously and
shamelessly. Not a line would have jarred
with my wildest letters to you. First
‘Tanqueray.’ Sweep this silly plece away
and let us hear this glorlous woman play,
it I8 only an unbearable lnterr'uptlnn to
her. Then ‘Ebbsmith,’ smashed, pulver-
ized, flung into the dustbin; it proves
nothing but that Mrs. Campbell Is a won-
derful woman. Then 'Romeo and Juliet.'
Mrs. Campbell danced like ‘the daughter of
Herodias.! Away with the play, away with
Bhakespeare, away with ‘Juliet’; nothing
of it remains except her dance, and that
shall endure forever. Then 1 came to
‘Michael and His Lost Angel,’ and 1 trem-
bled, for I well remember how Jones read
that play to me, and what he had done for
you (by this I mean, how much pains he
had taken to write the part for you), and
what he hoped from you, and how he was
at the height of his achievement then, and
how heartlessly you flung him aside and
trampled upon him. And he had been en-
tirely kind and helpful to me. 1 said to
myself, ‘1 cannot have forgiven her for
this; I dare not read the next notice.’
But I nerved myself, and did; the notice
of ‘For the Crown.’ Critlcism? Just Gods!
a mad rapture of adoration. Not even
allence about Jones, but an open declara-
fon that the sacrifice was worth It it only
it pleased you. Ten thousand Joneses and
Pineroa and Shakespenres wers nothing In
comparison. 1 would not hear even of
your acting. ‘On the highest plane one
doea not act, one 18.' I would not have
even ‘Jullet’; Stella, Stella, nothing but
Stella. Nothing that you could do was
wrong; everything was a glory. And you,
wreteh, dare reproach me for this becanse
I did not say, ‘Mra. Campbell's rendition
of the potion scens was sound and schol-
arly, and her readings of the text were
orlginal and profound.' That was what
you wanted, Mrs. Crummles. And 1 rolled
Pinero in the dust beneath your feet (the
teot I kissed with my pen), and told Jones
publicly that he was fortunate to be In-
sulted by you; and these two men are my
friends and have never breathed a re-
proach, while you say that T treated von
shamefully and did not appreciats you
Are you not afrald of drawing down Ilght-
ning on yourselt? 1! I, who burnad up
Shakespeara go that his sparks might whirl
ahout you In a halo of glory. IMd I not
come to you? Did T not mareh In your
traln with all my trumpets in D major and
my trombones Iin D flat major?
Even Duse threw me a haughty word; hut
you resented my Inadequacy when 1, the
greatest critlc in the world, had pro-

Above—
Mrs. Campbell in
one of her

most famous stage
|mpemnationt—-l’aull.
Tanqueray in “The

Second Mrs. Tanqueray.”
At left is one of her scenes in
this play with George Alexander.

claimed you the most wonderful woman.
You even persuanded me that I had been
cold and mistrustful; that my love for you
{s a new thing. It shines in qrery line
1 wrote about you., It goes back for years
and vears and years. And yet it was noth-
ing to what I feel now. It's quite true that
1 did not know you deeply and nearly then;
but 1 did adore you and sing dithyramhs
to youn as a goddess., 1 challenge you pas-
sionately to produce ome word that has
ever been written of you by anybody that
{4 more abandoned in its confession, that
shouts more recklessly to all the world
that the writer is your utter captive,
“Now, let me be sane a moment. I am in
custody down here; but to-morrow 1 come
up for the committee of the Soclety of
Authors, and when that is over [ dine with
the B—— at 6, and I must cateh the 10
o'clock train from King's Cross. 1 have
things to discuss with B——, but they need
not keep me later with him than halfpast
7. And from 8 to 9:25 I might be In

paradise. It is ever so long since we last
met, and 1 have a milllon things to say.
For instance—that you are my most tran-
quilizing friend, and that I will delight In
you, whether you are kind or unkind, long
after ‘all the seas gang dry, my love.,! And
g0 good night, with unfathomable bless-
inga. ‘G. B, 8."

Next week on this page Mrs. Campbelk
goesa back to the begluning, and tells us
of her early days in Indla, Texas, and
London, She describes, as only s woman
ean, those romantic days when she and
young Pat Cumpbell thought the world
ond all its vastness was just for they two
Later on there came Into her life the
debonalr George Cornwallls West, But to
the HBritlah public Mrs. Campbell always
remained “Mrs, Pat.” It seems as though
we speak of a atranger when we refer to
Mrs, George Cornwallls West,

Few people have ever known how tragle
were those early days In the life of the
ambitious young woman when the glamour
of her romance wore away and actunll-
tiea began to presant themselves and the
smbitlovs voung girl found herself strue-
gling to help a husband who was {1 and
relatives who were unfortunate,

Out of this tragic eclrcumstance
was born one of the world's great
successes and one of its great actr

there
sthge

qafu

for 1t was the hushand in Afrfca and the
relatives at home that led her to attempt
“The Second Mrs, Tangueray.®™ .~'.r:«- tells
us how she wae chosen to play this part
after almoat every other prominent ac

had refused It and even after n
London theaters had refused to a
play to be ataged on thelr bonrds
one of thoss dramatic incldents
Mra, Campbell's memoirs
not only for their literary

It was

that mnke
fnscinating
excellence but
for thelr intimate disclosurcs.
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